THE CALL OF HUNGER                         167
better down here than above, much safer now* Also, this was our last ditch, Here we will remain, too,., unless, well, unless they ordered us to retreat, but that seemed unlikely.
To pack Barbarka's things was not easy. I made a roll of two light blankets into which I had put a dress, some underthmgs, a couple of towels and handkerchiefs, I was aware that this \vas a fateful moment, and mv heart pounded, but my e\ es were dry Tears are such a nuisance when one has to worry about so manv details Warm underclothes?... Yes, she will need them A coat, too, and money. All I had in currency was the small sum of five hundred zlotys. The rest of my funds had been invested in cigarettes, and my whole stock had long since been smoked away by the boys. And yet the child had to have some money with her. There was my jewelry, but I rejected the thought instantly. If the Germans caught her with a jewelry box, they would beat her mercilessly. My mind traveled to the American ten-dollar gold piece that I owned Just before the outbreak of the Uprising this was worth about fourteen thousand zlotys. But to give Barbarka the gold in foreign coins would be even more dangerous than jewelry. In a way, it would also prove harder to dispose of, in view of the severe penalties the Germans imposed for the crime of either possessing or dealing in foreign currency. As I was pulling tight the straps on her bundle I decided to give Barbarka a ring and all the zlotys I had* As for my small box; of jewelry, I hid it behind a loose brick in the chimney
"Aneri! Aneril" someone shouted from upstafes.
"What is itr
"Sweeper is calling you.9*
"AH rigjbL Coming. Just a second."
I brushed my overalls and wiped the blade coal dust from my face. I found Sweeper in his room, at tibe post His knitted brows bespoke worry.